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of tears. But, on the other hand, this very upblooniing of the
renovated earth is itself the best balm for sorrow over those who
lie under it; and graves are better hid by blossoms than by snow.

In April, which is no less deadly than it is fickle, old Senior
Astmann, our Conreetor's teacher, was overtaken by death. His
departure it was meant to hide from the Rittmeisterinn; but the
unusual ringing of funereal peals carried his swan-song to her
heart; and gradually set the curfew-bell of her life into similar
movement. Age and sufferings had already marked out the first
incisions for Death, so that he required but little effort to cut her
down; for it is with men as with trees, they are notched long
before felling, that their life-sap may exude. The second stroke
of apoplexy was soon followed by the last: it is strange that
Death, like criminal courts, cites the apoplectic thrice.

Men are apt to postpone their last will as long as their better
one : the Eittmeisterinn would perhaps have let all her hours, till
the speechless and deaf one, roll away without testament, had
not Thiennette, during the last night, before from sick-nurse she
became corpse - watcher, reminded the patient of the poor Con-
rector, and of his meagre hunger - bitten existence, and of the
scanty aliment and board-wages which Fortune had thrown him,
and of his empty Future, where, like a drooping yellow plant in
the parched deal-box of the schoolroom between scholars and
creditors, he must languish to the end. Her own poverty offered
her a model of his ; and her inward tears were the fluid tints with
which she coloured her picture. As the Eittmeisterinn's testa-
ment related solely to domestics and dependents, and as she
began with the male ones, Fixlein stood at the top; and Death,
who must have been a special friend of the Conrector's, did not
lift his scythe and give the last stroke till his protegee had been
with audible voice declared testamentary heir; then he cut all
away, life, testament and hopes.

When the Conrector, in a wash-bill from his mother, received
these two Death's-posts and Job's-posts in his class, the first
thing he did was to dismiss his class-boys, and break into tears
before reaching home. Though the mother had informed him that
he had been remembered in the will (I could wish, however, that
the Notary had blabbed how much it was), yet almost with every
0 which he masoretically excerpted from his German Bible, and
entered in his Masoretic "Work, great drops fell down on his pen,
.and made his black ink pale. His sorrow was not the gorgeous"